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Among the Pleiad*s, a New-kindl'd star,
If any sparkles, than the rest, more bright,
'Tis she that shines in that propitious Light.
10
When in mid-Air the Golden Trump shall sound,
To raise the Nations under ground;
When in the Valley of Jehosaphat
The Judging God shall close the book of Fate ;
And there the last Assizes keep
For those who Wake and those who Sleep ;
When rattling Bones together fly
From the four Corners of the Sky,
When Sinews o'er the Skeletons are spread,
Those cloth5 d with Flesh, and Life inspires the Dead;
The Sacred Poets first shall hear the Sound,
And foremost from the Tomb shall bound :
For they are cover'd with the lightest ground ;
And straight, with in-born Vigour, on the Wing,
Like mounting Larks, to the New Morning sing.
There Thou, sweet Saint, before the Quire shalt go,
As Harbinger of Heav'n, the Way to show,
The Way which thou so well hast learn'd below.